TRANSFIGURATION

resistible. There was no shame, no indignation, no self-
contempt. This current of strong feeling was joy,
intoxicating delight, which flamed up in me because
I realized that during those few minutes I had for the
first time been genuinely alive once more after the lapse
of many years. I rejoiced to know that my feelings had
merely been paralysed, and were not utterly dead; that
somewhere beneath the smooth surface of my indiffer-
ence volcanic passion must still be raging; and that this
afternoon, touched by the magic wand of chance, the
volcano had erupted. In me, in me too, in this fragment
of the living universe that passed by my name, there still
glowed the mysterious and essential fire of our mortal
life, which breaks forth from time to time in the vigor-
ous pulses of desire. I too lived, was alive, was a human
being with evil and ardent lusts. A door had been
thrust open by the storm of this passion; an abyss had
been riven in me, and with a voluptuous giddiness I
gazed into the unknown profound with a sense of terror
and delight. By degrees, while the cab gently conveyed
my entranced body on its way through the respectable
concourse, I climbed down step by step into the depths of
the human within me, incredibly alone in this silent
descent, lighted on my way by the flaring torch of my
newly enkindled consciousness. What time a thousand
others were laughing and chattering around me, I was
seeking within myself the human being I had so long lost
sight of, was traversing years in the magical course of
reflection. Long buried memories surged up from the
cobwebbed recesses of my mind. I recalled that, in my
school days, I had stolen another boy's pocket-knife, and
remembered how, while I watched him hunting every-
where in vain and asking all his comrades if they had
seen his knife, I had been animated with the same
impish joy I had felt this afternoon. Now, at length, I
could understand the strange intensity of some of my love